gg	you can't be too careful
" I rcely didn't mean to 'urt Mr Myame, Sir. I reely didn't.
*E*s a good man, *E really is a good man, but I did think I'd
a right to see you. After you sent that wreath and everything.
He's Narrer, Sir. That's the fact about 'im. 'E'-s Narrer.
'E5s got it into his head you're not a Believing Christian
and that you're worldly and that seeing you won't do me
anything but ser'ous harm. So he don't seem to mind what
he said or did so long as I didn't see you. He's called me
perfectly dreadful things. Sir, perfectly dreadful things.
Serpents. Poison, Sir. Coals of Jupiter, 'e says, got to be
'eaped on my head. What are coals of Jupiter, Sir ? He's
sent me to Coventry. None of the boys must speak to me or
me say anything to them. He says he can't bear the sight of
me. Spawn of the devil he says I am. He's turned me out of
the classes and I've had to go and sit all day in the Public
Library. It isn't fair to me, Sir ; it isn't fair. I never meant
to 'urt 'im like that."
He sat forward on the sofa, hands on knees, a mean and
meagre little creature, under-nourished and crazily taught,
doing his best to exist and make something of a world of
which his fundamental idea was that you cannot be too careful.
He sensed rather than apprehended the feudal link that put
Mr James Whittaker under an obligation to him.
" He did ask you not to talk to me ; didn't he"? "
"But how was I to know, Sir, that he'd take it so
serious ? M
" Right up to the time he found out, he was all right with
you?"
" He was strict, Sir. But then he's naturally strict. He's
such an upright man, Sir. He don't seem to understand
disobedience."
"Quite like his Old Man," said Jim Whittaker, but his
impiety was happily over the head of his hearer. ** And then
you became an adder and so forth and so on."
"Yessir."
" What are these coals of Jupiter you keep talking about ? "
**ed Jim Whittaker. M Pve never heard of them."
" I don't know rightly what they are, Sir, but they're sure to

